himself had quickened ; without all this might Eve
say, my body had been but the house of death, and
Domini Domini sunt exitus mortis, to God the Lord belong
the issues of death.

BUT THEN this exitus a morte, is but introitus in mortem;
this issue, this deliverance from that death, the death
of the womb, is an entrance, a delivering over to another
death, the manifold deaths of this world. We have a
winding-sheet in our mother's womb, that grows with
us from our conception, and we come into the world
wound up in that winding-sheet; for we come to seek
a grave.. And, as prisoners, discharged of actions, may
lie for fees, so when the womb hath discharged us, yet
we are bound to it by cords of flesh, by such a string, as
that we cannot go thence, nor stay there. We celebrate
Our own funeral with cries, even at our birth, as though
our threescore and ten years of life were spent in our
mother's labour, and our circle made up in the first
point thereof. We beg one baptism with another, a
sacrament of tears ; and we come into a world that
lasts many ages, but we last not. In domo*Patris9 (says
our blessed Saviour, speaking of heaven) multae mansiones..
Tbere are many, and mansions, divers and durable ; so